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One trill shall harmonise joy, grief, and rage,
Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting stage ;
To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore,
And all thy yawning daughters cry encore.
Another Phoebus, thy own Phoebus, reigns,
Joys in my jigs, and dances in my chains.
But soon, ah soon, rebellion will commence,
If music meanly borrows aid from sense.
Strong in new arms, lo !  Giant Handel stands,
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands ;
To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes,
And Jove's own thunders follow Mars's Drums.
Arrest him, empress ; or you sleep no more------"
She heard, and drove him to the Hibernian shore.
And now had Fame's posterior trumpet blown,
And all the nations summoned to the throne.
The young, the old, who feel her inward sway,
One instinct seizes, and transports away.
None need a guide, by sure attraction led,
And strong impulsive gravity of head ;
None want a place, for all their centre found,
Hung to the goddess and cohered around.
Not closer, orb in orb, conglobed are seen
The buzzing bees about their dusky queen,
The gath'ring number as it moves along,
Involves a vast involuntary throng,
Who gently drawn, and struggling less and less^
Roll in her vortex, and her power confess*
Not those alone who passive own her laws,
But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause,